
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



Constance Lindsay Skinner 

Now she lies bare, her hands are empty, her face is cold; 
Her eyelids are shut, for her eyes are in the Place of Death, 
Under white eyelids! <£ulx — se-wag-ila! 
Tem-Sotetc-Kwi has carved the death-totem over Swiya's 

door. 
Slowly, softly, like thin music, murmur the sorrow-chant 
For Swiya, our mother. Swiya, our mother, is dead. 

g£ulx — se — Qulx-se-wag-ila wa! 

Gravely, with bowed hearts, we greet you, 
O Tem-Sotetc-Kwi, Snow-chief, Ice-hunter, 
Priest of the Long White Moons! 

Constance Lindsay Skinner 



FROM A CHICAGO "L" 

The great gray houses walk along 
Sombrely and slow, 

Weary in the dusk, 

In a dragging row. 

They are very tired, 

Heart-broken and old; 
They seem to shudder as they pass, 
The winter wind is cold. 

Sarah-Margaret Brown 
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